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by that feeling of discomfort and of being an
outsider which the Tuorila household had
the power of awakening in him. He was not
quite sure yet what his duties were to be; all
he knew was that his discomfort had its source
in this plan of the master's.

The thought recurred to him that the master
was his uncle, his mother's brother. It had
recurred to him with growing frequency all the
time the upward career of the Tuorila family
had set its stamp on the atmosphere of the
farm. It was as though the master was somehow
improperly climbing out of reach, taking care to
avoid looking Jussi in the eye, although Jussi
was his nephew. On one occason that summer
Jussi had already gone so far as to make use of
a suitable cue to refer in a casual man's tone to
the master's grand bargain with the forest-
buyers. The master had turned on him an
open, almost a kind stare that affected Jussi
worse than a box on the ear would have done.
And now the master had contrived this feast and
made Jussi change his clothes in the middle of the
day. The master himself prowled around, shaven
and wearing a tailed coat, on his face as he walked
past Jussi a look that seemed to say that it had
been arranged in advance that Jussi was not to
open his mouth on the subject.

The first guest to arrive was the churchwarden,
top-hatted   and  white-collared,   and   his   wife.